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The  scene  is  laid  in  Portugal  in  the  Year  1777,  soon  after  the 
Death  of  Joseph  the.  1st.,  and  during  the  minority  of  Marin 
Francesca,  his  daughter.  The  two  first  Acts  take  place  in  Co 
■irnbra,  the  third  at  Lisbon. 

The  orchestral  arrangements  by  Mr.  Harroway,  R.A.  of  Music. 
The  vocal  deportment  conducted  by  Mr .  Baldwin , 


THE  CROWN  BRILLIANTS 


A®®  L 

Scene. — Ruins  of  an  ancient  Building  in  the  Mountains,  suppo¬ 
sed  to  have  a  communication  with  the  Hermitage  of  St. Hubert, 
above,  by  a  dilapidated  Staircase.  As  the  Curtain  rises ,  thun¬ 
der  and  rain  are  heard ,  and  Don  Henrique  is  seen  descending 
the  Staircase. 

AIR. 

The  gallant  youth  will  danger  scorn, 

In  whatever  form  it  rise  ; 

To  my  thinking,  this  loud  storm 

Can  boast  more  charms  than  sun-lit  skies. 

Let  the  thunder  loudly  sound  ! 

It’s  awful  voice  inspires  no  fear  !  {Loud  thunder .) 
This  bounding  heart  has  ever  found 
It’s  greatest  joy  when  danger’s  near. 

Let  the  drone,  in  easy  chair, 

Tell  you  peace  is  life’s  best  prize : 

For  me — I  love  the  mountain  air, 

And  laugh  at  dangers  as  they  rise. 

For  ease  I  have  contempt  profound, 

Toil  brings  to  me  no  care,  no  fear — 

\  Noise  of  hammering  on  an  anvil  is  heard  to  issue  from  the  Ca¬ 
vern,  and  a  red  light  is  seen  through  an  opening.) 

Hey  !  that  sound  !  there’s  some  one  here  ! 

This  bounding  heart  has  ever  found 
It’s  greatest  joy  when  danger’s  near. 

{He  listens.)  ’Tis  ’neath  my  feet ! 

Ah  !  no,  ’tis  here. {Approaches  cavern,  and  listens.) 
What  hear  I  ? 

{Looks  through  the  opening.) 

Ah  !  a  blazing  fire  burning  brightly  and  clear, 

And  through  this  opening  strange  is  the  sight  I  see. 

Can  they  be  bold  Brigands,  or  some  Coiner’s  base  ? 

Their  heavy  hammers  all  resound  in  cadence  ; 

And  they  have  crucibles 

Whose  contents  appear  more  bright  than  polish’d  steel. 
What  a  brilliant  glare  !  I  see  !  'Tis  even  thus, 

Some  great  alchemist,  or  else  some  sorcerer  is  here. 

{Robolledo,  Mugnoz,  and  Barbarigo  are  seen  descending  the  stair¬ 
case.  The  tvio  latter  carry  a  trunk.  Henrique  sees  them.) 

No,  no,  they’re  bandits. 

Henrique  now  beware 
Danger  is  near. 
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This  bounding  heart  has  ever  found 
It’s  greatest  joy  when  danger’s  near  ! 

( Coiners  enter  from  Cavern ,  surround  Henrique,  and  disarm 
him.) 

CHORUS. 

Ah,  nothing  now  shall  save  thee  ! 

Thy  breast  shall  meet  our  steel  ! 

Yes,  certain  death  awaits  thee, 

Our  vengeance  thou  jhalt  feel ! 

Yes,  death  !  yes,  death  !  yes,  death  ! 

( They  raise  their  poignards  to  kill  him,  as  Catarina  enters  at 
subterraneous  passage,  and  appears  in  the  midst  of  them.) 

Cat.  Unhand  him  ! 

Hen.  What  do  I  see  ? 

Reb.  Catarina,  ’tis  she  ( runs  to  her  side) 

Coiners.  La  Catarina  !  ( Taking  off  ilieir  hats  respectfully.) 

Cat.  Yes,  tis  I,  whom  time  hath  shewn 

To  be  your  shield,  your  guiding  star ; 

For  the  sole  Queen  these  Mountains  own, 

’Tis  I  !  ’tis  la  Catarina. 

Who  still  by  mystery,  or  by  fear 
Obedience  gaineth  to  her  will  ? 

’Tis  I  ! 

The  fairy  feared,  the  saint  held  dear 
Who  works  with  wondrous  skill  ? 

'Tis  I  ! 

Yes,  ’tis  I  whom  time  hath  shewn 
To  be,  &c. 

Although,  when  dangers  near 
My  power  you  feel, 

I  punish  but  the  sbire, 

The  archer,  or  alguazil. 

For  at  eve,  in  dim  twilight 
The  young  maids  who  ro  am — 

Who  love,  at  silent  night 
To  come  alone,  or  not  alone, 

May  safely  pass,  I  give  them  leave, 

And  each  will  own 
T  hat  I  claim  ; 

Ye. ,  to  shew  my  fame  is  known, 

Each  ill  to  me  repeat  an  Ave  Maria, 

Fo  the  honor’d  saint  these  mountains  own, 

With  truth  you  all  may  say,  ’Tis  Santa  Catarina. 
Chorus.  Yes,  he  is  the  queen  these  mountains  own, 

It  is  a  belle  Catarina  ! 

Cat.  Yes,  t  3  queen  these  mountains  own, 

’Tis  I  !  ’Tis  la  Catarina  ! 

Reb.  and  Cho.  Let  respect  to  her  be  shewn, 

e  thoughts  of  vengeance  banished  far  ; 
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She  is  the  queen  these  mountains  own ; 

It  is  la  belle  Catarina.  (Exit. 

(Enter  from  the  cavern ,  Mugnoz,  Barbarigo,  and  other  coiners . 
They  place  tables,  bring  bottles  and  cups ,  and  sit  and  drink  as 
they  sing.) 

CHORUS. 

4 

Here  have  learnt  to  be 
Free  ! 

No  dread  of  Alguazil 
Feel! 

Still,  still  from  day  to  day 
Gay  ! 

Our  anvil’s  loudly  ring. 

Sing  ! 

Clang  !  clang  !  clang  t  clang  !  clang  ! 

And  labor,  o’er  the  full  cup  we  all  drain,  boys  ; 

We  work,  we  drink,  and  sing  our  joyous  strain,  boys. 

Clang  !  clang  !  clang  !  clang  !  clang  ! 

Cat.  Their  joyous  strains  I  love,  sweet  melody  they  make. 
Reb.  La  Senora,  will  she  please  now  her  chocolate  to  take  ? 
Cat.  Not  yet,  not  yet* 

Hen.  ’Tis  line  indeed,  that  brigands  like  these  should  their 
chocolate  take  ! 

Chorus.  Clang  !  clang  !  clang  !  clang  1  clang  ! 

Mug.  We  ask,  for  to  us  all  much  pleasure  ’twill  bring, 

That  La  Catarina  ’ll  deign  to  sing. 

Cat.  Sing,  what  ? 

Mug.  Our  song.  “  The  lads  who  love  the  night.” 

Chorus.  He’s  right  1 

RONDK. 

Cat.  The  smart  Pedrille,  in  love,  and  broken  hearted, 

To  end  his  woes,  one  night  in  grief  departed : 

He  had  no  gold,  no  hope  : 

He  tied  the  fatal  rope, 

When,  just  beneath  his  feet,  a  curious  sound  awoke. 
Chorus.  It  is  deep  night !  It  is  deep  night ! 

We,  through  the  silent  night, 

From  toil  ne’er  lurk. 

Bright  gold  reflects  the  light 
By  which  we  work. 

Cat.  By  shameful  flight  himself  to  save, 

Young  Pedrille  was  too  brave  ; 

He  felt  his  way  with  hardy  hand, 

Till  fierce  voices  bade  him  stand. 

What  evil  now  befalls  him  ? 

And  what  strange  sight  appals  him  ? 

What  meets  he  there  to  cause  him  fright  ? 

The  lads  who  love  the  night ! 

Beware  !  Beware  ! 

For  we  are  the  lads  who  love  the  night. 


Chorus. 
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Far  deeper  than  the  tortoise  hides, 

(Clang  !  clang  !  clang  !) 

A  solitary  fiend  resides, 

And  aids,  with  torch  that  blazes  bright, 

The  lads  who  love  the  night. 

Cat.  What  did  Pedrille  ?  What  did  that  cave  disclose  ? 

Why  stayed  he  there  when  morning’s  sun  arose  ? 

’Twere  sure,  unfair  to  tell ; 

He  lived,  I  know  full  well. 

And  it  is  said  he  sang,  when  night’s  deep  shadows  fell — 
Chorus.  It  is  midnight !  It  is  midnight !  &e. 

Cat.  Wealth  and  delight  became  his  lot ; 

High  rose  his  fortune’s  tide, 

For  his  proud  fair  her  pride  forgot — 

Pedrille  obtained  his  Bride. 

His  wise  tongue  ne’er  told 
Where  he  found  his  gold, 

But  still  he  bless’d,  with  deep  delight, 

The  lads  who  love  the  night. 

Chorus.  Mischance  upon  your  head  will  light, 

For  we  are  the  lads  who  love  the  night. 

Far  deeper,  &c. 

Hen.  Oh,  Fate  !  how  could’ st  thou  thus  unite 

Such  boundless  charms  to  hearts  so  base  ? 

’Twould  seem  as  though  some  angel  bright 
Were  banished  to  this  dreadful  place. 

( Whilst  Henrique  is  singing  the  above,  Barbarigo  goes  off ,  and 
returns  with  a  large  Casket, which  he  places  on  the  table  ;  Cata¬ 
rina  opens  it  and  examines  its  contents  with  great  attention.) 

Reb.  Is  our  Mistress  contented  ? 

Cat.  I  am  ;  ’tis  well !  v 

And  the  honor  of  this  work 
Shall  all  be  thine. 

Hen.  Ah  !  with  diamonds,  sparkling  bright, 

Enrich’d  is  yonder  casket. 

What  boundless  treasure’s  there  ! 

Whence  does  it  come  ?  ’Tis  too  plain. 

’Tis  by  these  brigands  stolen,  and  they’re  encouraged 
By  her  voice.  Ah,  sad  abuse  ! 

Oh  !  dreadful  crime  ! 

Chorus.  Clang,  clang  ! 

Reb.  to  Coiners.  Listen,  I  desire  ;  listen  now,  my  friends  ! 

Of  la  Catarina,  list  to  the  words  supreme. 

Strict  orders  have  been  given — we  are  in  danger  all. 

In  a  few  days,  nay  worse,  perhaps  this  very  moment, 
Surrounded  we  shall  be  by  soldiers  brave. 

Our  treasures  and  our  lives  by  flight  we  must  save, 

So  to  some  other  place,  in  a  far  distant  land, 

Where  in  peace  we’ll  enjoy  all  the  wealth  we  have  gain’d . 
At  once  then,  my  friends,  let’s  away. 
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Mug. 

Ebb. 

All. 

Mug. 


Reb. 


Hen. 

Cat. 

Chorus. 

Reb. 


Hen. 


Chorus. 


Cat. 


'Reb, 


Cat. 


Tell  us  how  ? 

A  vessel  now  is  ready. 

’Tis  by  your  mistress  prepared. 

Viva  Catarina ! 

But  to  pass  the  frontiers, 

And  reach  secure  the  port,  what  plan  must  we  pursue  ? 
You’ve  no  cause  for  fear;  we’re  safe,  both  our  treasure* 
and  ourselves, 

For  the  minister  a  passport  has  given — 

Eh,  what  ? 

Why  ’tis  mine. 

Behold  it ! 

Viva  Catarina  ! 

And  for  fear  of  accident,  let  each,  at  every  risk 
From  this  day  forth,  be  ready  to  depart. 

TRIO  and  CHORUS. 

Ah  !  no  means  can  guilt  restore  ! 

Join’d  with  robbers  base, 

Life  must  pass  her  o’er 
In  this  dreadful  place. 

She  lives,  (all  thought  deferring,) 

In  this  dreadful  scene, 

Bless’d  with  charms  conferring 
Bliss  which  poets  dream. 

Now  our  task ’s  o’er, 

We  quit  labors  ways  ; 

Each  preferring, 

In  some  distant  scene, 

Joys  which  gold,  conferring, 

Lends  to  cheer  life’s  dream. 

Ah,  yes,  my  task  is  o’er, 

And  their  hearts  I  have  turn’d  from  their  lawless  ways. 
Toil  which  for  me  they  bore 

Ease  and  wealth  has  secured  them  for  future  days. 
They’ll  live,  all  thought  deferring, 

In  some  distant  scene, 

Bless’d  with  gold,  conferring 
All  the  joys  they  dream. 

Her  task  is  o’er, 

They  quit  lawless  ways. 

Toil  which  for  her  they  bore. 

Brings  them  peaceful  days. 

They’ll  live,  all  thought  deferring, 

In  some  distant  scene, 

Bless’d  with  gold,  conferring 
All  the  joys  they  dream 

DUET. 

Adieu,  Senor,  I  must  away  ! 

You  must  no  longer  tarry  here, 
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-i'  I  may  get,  if  liere  you  stay 
Your  cousin’s  deep  reproach  I  fear. 

Hen.  Not  yet !  I  pr’ythee  stay  ! 

For,  I  would  warn  you  of  the  fate 
That  waits  you  if  you  tarry  here. 

Cat.  Ah,  senor,  in  the  fond  tete  a  tete 

There  would  be  more  danger  much  I  fear. 

Hen.  Not  so,  I’d  urge  thee  to  pursue 
The  way  to  gain  esteem. 

Cat.  I  doubt,  senor,  if  hearing  you 

One  fault  would  redeem. 

IIen.  Hear  me  ! 

Cat.  I  would  with  joy,  my  whole  attention  lend, 

To  hear  your  clever  sermon  to  the  end, 

But,  but — 

Hen,  But,  what? 

Cat.  Adieu,  senor,  I  must  away  ! 

You  must  no  longer  tarry  here, 

1  may  get,  if  here  you  stay, 

Your  cousin’s  deep  reproach  I  fear, 

Indeed,  indeed  you  must  away. 

Hen.  Not  yet,  not  yet,  I  prythee  stay  ! 

Count  not  the  hours  1  linger  here. 

Before  we  part,  I’ve  much  to  say, 

My  cousin’s  anger  do  not  fear. 

Reb.  ( Descending  staircase.)  Away  !  At  present  ’tis  impossible  ! 
Hen.  What  says  he  ? 

Impossible  that  I  depart  ? 

I  am  content.  With  you  I’ll  pass  the  night : 

And  will  excuse,  with  all  my  heart, 

The  roughness  of  my  couch,  whate’er  may  be  its  plight. 
Reb.  (To  Cat.)  Your  information  was  correct,  for  we  are  now  sur¬ 
rounded. 

Hen.  Great  heaven  ! 

Reb.  By  a  troop  both  strong  and  faithful. 

Hen.  (To  Cat.)  I  will  defend  you  !  Come  on  l 
Cat.  You  Sandoval? 

Hen.  She’s  right ! 

It  would  be  quite  degrading  to  fight 
For  men  like  these. 

I  had  forgot !  All  is  over. 

Cat.  (Who  had  been  speaking  to  Reb.)  Do  you  hear  ? 

Reb.  Quite  well. 

Hen.  All  is  o’er  ! 

TRIO. 

Hen.  There’s  a  charm  in  this  scene. 

Ah,  most  truly,  I  feel 
As  if  ’twere  but  a  dream, 

It  can’t  be  real. 

Cat.  and  Reb.  There’s  a  cloud  o’er  this  scene. 

Ah,  most  truly  I  feel 
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It  is  no  idle  dream, 

The  danger  is  real. 

( Mugnoz  and  other  coiners  descend  the  staircase.) 


FINALE. 


Mug.  To  arms  !  To  arms  ! 

We’ll  clear  ourselves  a  pathway  through 
Their  glittering  ranks. 

Cat.  Stay,  I  command,  ’twere  madness  blood  to  shed. 

Mug.  I  have  surveyed  their  ranks.  There  are  two  hundred 
soldiers 

By  order  of  the  Minister  sent  out  against  ns. 

Hen.  By  my  uncle  ! 

Cat.  (aside)  Hold  your  tongue. 

Mug.  Besides,  the  officer  who  leads  them 

Is  both  young  and  brave,  and  his  name  is 
Don  Sebastian  d’  Aveyro. 

Hen.  He 's  my  friend  ! 

Cat.  (aside.)  Hold  your  tongue. 

Hen.  There’s  a  charm  in  this  scene,  &c. 

Cat.  and  Reb,  There’s  a  cloud  o’er  this  scene,  & c. 

Chorus.  There’s  a  cloud  o’er  this  scene  : 

Ah,  most  truly  we  feel 
It  is  no  idle  dream, 

Our  danger  is  real. 

Mug.  What  must  we  do  ?  And  from  these  mountains, 

By  what  means  can  we  carry  off  our  gold  ? 

Reb.  A  good  angel  will  go  with  you. 

Catarina  will  still  protect  you  all. 

She  has  provided  for  your  safety. 

Keep  silence  !  keep  silence  ! 

To  save  ourselves,  now  hear  the  only  means. 

Silence  !  silence  !  * 

Let  each  one  hear. 

(Enter  from  Cave.  Coiners  disguised  as  Monks.  Four  of  them 
carry  St.  Hubert’s  Shrine  on  a  frame.) 


Chorus. 


Reb. 


Chorus. 


Reb. 


’Tis  the  hermit  of  the  mountain, 

Who  with  the  Friars  would  depart : 

Let  faithful  Christians  bend  before  them, 

And  in  their  prayers,  with  fervent  heart 
Let  each  good  soldier  bear  a  part. 

Now  ascend  yonder  path,  pass  through  the  Hermitage, 
And  each  with  eyes  cast  down,  and  slow  and  'tranquil  step 
Before  the  soldiers  most  devoutly  pass. 

They’ll  bend  before  you,  and  let  you  freely  go 
With  all  your  treasnre,  believing  it  belongs 
To  the  good  St.  Hubert’s  shrine. 

Viva !  Viva 
Catarina. 

Keep  silence ! 
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Chorus,  (in  low  tone.)  ’Tis  the  hermit  of  the  mountain,  &c. 

Reb.  (in  low  tone  to  Cat.) 

We,  by  the  secret  pathway  known  but  to  ourselves 
To  Lisbon  will  away  at  once. 

Hen.  (To  Cat.  who  is  going .) 

May  I,  senora,  humbly  offer  you  my  hand  ? 

Cat.'  No,  I  cannot  ask  such  favor. 

Hen.  (offering  his  hand)  Indeed! 

Reb.  Nay,  noble  senor,  go  your  way  in  peace  ; 

And  for  your  safety,  I  advise 

You  do  not  seek  to  trace  our  footsteps 

On  our  way  from  hence. 

(Rebolledo  is  standing  between  Catarina  and  Her,  rique,  the  dis¬ 
guised  Coiners  are  behind  them.  On  a  sign  from  Rebolledo, 
they  produce  their  carbines  from  underneath  their  disguises, 
and  level  them  at  Henrique.) 

Hen.  To  such  advice  as  this  I  can  no  answer  make. 

Since  ’tis  your  will,  here  then  I’ll  stay  ; 

1  will  not  move  one  step.  Dear  Senora,  I’m  grieved 
To  be  obliged  to  leave  you  thus. 

Chorus.  Come  on  !  come  on  ! 

Cat.  and  Reb  ;  Away  !  away  ! 

Chorus.  ’Tis  the  hermit  of  the  mountain,  &c. 

Hen.  There’s  a  charm  in  this  scene,  &c. 

Cat.  and  Reb.  Hope’s  cheering  beam 

The  courage  gives  that  now  we  feel. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


II 


Scene. — A  handsome  Apartment  in  theChateau  of  Campo  Magi, 

at  Coimbra. 

Enter  Diana  and.  Don  Sebastian. 

DUET. 

Hi  a.  My  cousin,  who  has  always  borne 

A  smiling  face,  and  still  been  gay, 

Now  seems  dejected,  and  forlorn ; 

Yes,  he  dreams  the  hours  away. 

Sf.b.  He  dreams  of  thee. 

Hia.  He  leaves  that  to  conjecture, 

For  he  ne’er  speaks,  nor  looks  as  other  lovers  do. 
St’b.  Is  this  true  ? 

Li  a.  Not  one  word,  no,  not  one  word  of  love, 

Which  seems  a  little  strange. 

He  has  the  power  to  decide  ✓ 

The  day  of  our  union, 
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'Seb. 

Dia. 
Together . 


But  my  sire  has  declared 
That  this  day,  or  the  next — 
He’s  named  this  very  day. 
No,  he  has  named  the  next. 

{  ^  °U  }  mus*  plead> 


In  our  need, 

To  be  freed, 

It  is  decreed. 

Fond  hope’s  rays  glimmering  o’er  us 
Shed  light  before  us, 

And  make  us  dream, 

It’s  rosy  beam 
May  each  fear  destroy, 

And  bring  much  joy. 

^0U  |>  must  plead,  &c. 

'Seb.  You  think  he  heeds  not  bright  beauty’s  charms  ? 

Dia.  I  think  some  charms  have  touched  his  heart. 

Seb.  Ah,  none  could  lure  him  from  your  arms 

While  he  is  to  you  betrothed — that  were  an  arduous  part. 
Dia.  The  time  is  near. — Some  step  must  be  taken. 

I  deemed  the  task  as  mine,  and  feared  some  dreadful  thrall ; 
If  by  kind  chance,  I  should  prove  to  be  mistaken, 

And  my  sire’s  rage  on  him  should  fall, 

I  should  nothing  have  to  fear. 

Seb.  Yes,  yes,  but  Don  Henrique  may — 

Dia.  Still,  as  the  time  draws  nearer,  the  worse,  I  can  declare,. 

Becomes  his  sad  and  melancholy  air. 

Together.  You 
I 


[-  must  plead,  &c. 


CHORUS. 


The  voice  that  bids  us  now  be  gay 
Is  light  mirth’s  and  joy’s  combined. 

It’s  accents  we  obey, 

With  gladsome  hearts,  and  willing  mind. 
We’ll  to  the  bride  our  homage  pay — 

Join  to  hail  this  happy  day  ! 

Dia.  and  Hen.  Through  that  lone  path,  winding  deeply 
’Neath  yonder  rock  as  dark  as  jet, 
Pretty  maidens  who  trip  so  fleetly. 

Oh,  pass  not  when  the  sun  has  set — 


( Whilst  they  are  singing ,  Sebastian  enters ,  conducting  Catarina 
and  Henrique ,  who  are  in  travelling  costume.  Rebolledo  car¬ 
ries  the  Casket  seen  in  the  first  Act.  The  company  salute 
Catarina  as  she  enters,  she  motions  them  not  to  interrupt  the 
singers.  She  comes  down  and  sits  on  opposite  side  to  Henri-  . 
que.  Rebolledo  and  Sebastian  remain  behind  her.  When 
Henrique  comes  to  the  last  word ,  he  turns ,  and  faces  Catarina. 
Both  are  surprised.) 
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Hen. 

Dia. 

Hen. 


Dia. 

Hen. 

Cat. 


Reb 


Hen. 


Dia.  &  Seb.  Strange  fears  his  tones  keep  under  : 

He  trembles  as  they  rise. 

His  tremor  moves  our  wonder. 

What  can  him  thus  surprise  ? 

Cat.  But  it  would  grieve  me  were  I  to  disturb 
l  our  concert,  so  charming — so  gay. 

Continue  it  I  pray  you. 

Dia.  You  say,  that  near  this  place 
Your  carriage  has  been  broken. 

Cat.  ’Tis  so  indeed  ;  and  I  have  lost 

Though  this  sad  mischance,  the  pow’r  to  continue 
My  journey,  with  my  faithful  Intendant. 

Hen.  Ah,  he  then  is  Intendant  ? — 

Reb.  Of  Madame  la  Comtesse. 

ChobuS.  Ah,  said  he,  la  Comtesse  ? 

Reb.  La  Comtesse  de  Villa  Flcr. 

Hen.  Alas,  here 's  more  deception  base  ' 

(  at.  And  may  I  make  so  bold  as  to  ask  the  protection — 
Hen.  Of  Court  de  Campo  Mayor, 

Of  the  great  minister  of  justice. 

C  at.  4*  Reb.  Great  Heaven  !  ( They  converse. 

1  i  en.  ’Tis  in  his  house  you  tarry. 

Cat.  {aside  to  Reb.)  Enough  ! 

Hen.  And  might  I  you  advise,  I’d  urge  you  not  to  stay. 

Cat.  Oh,  great  is  my  wonder,  &c. 

Reb.  Oh,  great  indeed  my  wonder,  &c. 

Hen.  Oh,  great  indeed  my  wonder,  &c. 

Dia.  &  Seb.  Strange  fears  his  tones  keep  under,  &o. 


Oh,  Heaven  ! 

Pretty  maidens  who  trip — trip  fleetly  {Stammering .) 
What  moves  you  thus  ? 

Me  ?  naught. 

I  cannot  see. — Once  more  I’ll  try. 

Through  that  lone  path,  winding  deeply — 

Winding  deeply— 

My  senses  fail. 

Say  Henrique,  I  pray,  will  you  proceed  ? 

No,  no  ;  this  to  my  eyes,  is  indistinct  indeed. 

QUINTETTE. 

Oh,  great  is  my  wonder. 

I  can  scarce  trust  my  eyes. 

But  still,  the  vows  he’s  under 
Check  fears  that  might  arise. 

Oh,  great  indeed  my  wonder 
I  scarce  can  trust  my  eyes; 

But  still,  the  vows  he’s  under 
Check  fears  that  might  arise. 

Oh,  great  indeed  my  wonder 
I  scarce  can  trust  my  eyes 
The  danger  she  is  under 
To  fear  and  pain  gives  rise. 


I 
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DUET. 

Catarina  and  Diana. 

Through  that  lone  path,  winding  deeply 
’Neath  yonder  rock  as  dark  as  jet, 

Pretty  maidens  who  trip  so  fleetly, 

Oh,  pass  not  when  the  sun  has  set. 

There,  hid  from  your  sight  well, 

Is  lurking,  ’tis  said, 

A  Brigand  most  frightful 
Each  villagers  dread. 

But  here  is  a  wonder, 

He’ll  no  traveller  miss, 

Still,  no  wealth  he’ll  plunder — 

He’ll  steal  but  a  kiss. 

Mad,  some  have  believ’d  him, 

And  we  both  think  the  same  ; 

False  vows  have  deceiv’d  him — 

’Tis  an  amorous  swain. 

Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

Hen.  (  Whispering .)  Enough,  My  uncles  foot  I  hear. 

Away  !  danger’s  near  !  Away  !  danger’s  near  ! 
Cat.  Tra,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

Chorus.  Mark  her  voice  so  enchantingly  clear. 

\  How  it  charms  both  the  heart  and  the  ear. 

Hen.  (To  Cat.)  Oh,  hasten  hence,  tempt  fate  no  more. 
Enough  ! 

Dia.  Said  you  enough  ? 

Hen.  I  meant  to  say  encore. 

Catarina  and  Diana.  (Resuming.) 

He’s  in  secret  waiting 

For  maids  with  bright  eyes. 

Care  most  unabating 
For  him  gains  his  prize. 

And  when  he  securely 
Stops  them  on  their  way, 

For  the  toll,  most  surely, 

Kisses  sweet  they’ll  pay. 

Some  mad  have  believ’d  him,  &c. 

Dia.  You  have  been  good  enough,  most  charming  senora, 
To  sing  with  me,  for  which  I  owe  you  thanks, 

And  so  much  complaisance  emboldens  me  to  ask, 

If  kind  enough  you’ll  be  to  let  us  hear  you  now 
Alone. 

Hen.  Nay,  say  not  so.  ’Tis  too  much. 

Cat.  No,  truly, 

Not  the  least  fatigue  do  I  now  feel. 

With  much  joy  again  I’ll  sing. 

AIR. — Catarina. 

Ah,  let  me  break  love's  galling  chain  ! 

In  rage,  young  Ivan  cried, 
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It  brings  but  care  and  pain. 

Let  love  now  quit  my  side. 

Love  quickly  flew  away, 

To  be  call’d  back  next  day, 

Ah  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 

And  find  the  means  to  make  a  longer  stay. 

Yes,  love,  I  pray  no  more  annoy  ; 

Leave  me  for  you  my  peace  destroy. 

’Tis  thus,  when  vex’d,  that  lovers  oft  times  sing. 
This  is,  this  is,  what  lovers  sing. 

Come  love,  life’s  cares  you  can  alloy. 

’Tis  thus,  when  pleas’d,  fond  lovers  sing  with  hope  and  joy. 
Hen.  (Whispering.)  Beware  !  beware  !  I  tremble  for  you  now. 
Cat.  Be  calm  ;  no  danger’s  near  : 

There  is  no  cause  for  fear. 

Hen.  {Whispering .)  But  my  uncle  ? — 

Cat.  He  will  be  absent  long. 

Hen.  ( Whispering .)  Yet  should  he  come  ? — 

Cat.  He’d  applaud  my  song. 

Hen.  (Whispering .)  Enough,  enough;  his  feeble  step  1  hear. 

Away  !  away  !  You  have  much  cause  for  fear. 
Chorus.  Charming  tones,  sweet  and  strong  ! 

Oh,  thy  song 
Pray  prolong. 

Brava  Senora  ! 

DUET. 

Diana  and  Henri&ue.  (Aside.) 


Ah  love !  thou  must  teach  my  bosom  every  fear  to  quell. 
Yes,  I  must  learn  my  secret  now  to  tell 


My  inmost 


feelings,  long  conceal’d 


indeed  must  know, 


And  hear  the  cause  of  all  my  grief — my  woe. 

Love  must  teach  my  bosom  every  fear  to  quell ; 

Yes,  I  must  learn  my  secret  now  to  tell. 

Dia.  Now  tell  me  what  you  wmuld  say. 

Hen.  I  wait  for  you. 

Dia.  You  surely  should  begin  : 

More  proper  certainly  ’twouid  be. 

Hen.  Most  certain! — 

I  you  adore. 

I)ia.  Oh,  heaven  ! 

IIen.  I  mean  to  say,  that  I  love  you 
With  all  my  heart. 

Dia.  And  I  love  you. 

Hen.  But  mark  me  now,  I  pray  you — Let  me  say, 

We  should  begin — 

Dia.  I  think  you  are  quite  right. 

Hen.  With  truth  and  candour  we  should  speak. 

Dia.  Just  so! 

Hen.  Well  then —  ( Bell  rings,  and  Servant  enters.) 

Who  comes  here  ? 
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Dia.  Ah,  not  one  moment  can  we  find 
On  most  important  matters 
To  confer. 

Together. 

Oh,  love,  thou  must  teach  my  bosom  every  fear  to  quell,  &c. 


FINALE  TO  ACT  II. 

Omnes.  {Astonished.)  Oh,  Heaven! 

Hex.  What  here  again  ?  ( Sees  Catarina.) 

Cat.  {Takes  his  hand.)  I’m  saved  !  All’s  well  ! 

Hen.  Away  !  Away  ! 


Hen.  Ah,  yes,  I’ll  brave  what  danger, 

What  scandal  may  arise  ; 

To  save  this  lovely  stranger, 

All  peril  I  despise. 

But  what  can  her  secure 

From  this  place  a  safe  retreat  ? 

Danger  is  her  before, 

She  his  power  cannot  defeat. 

Ah,  yes,  I’ll  brave  what  danger,  &c. 

Ser.  Yes,  I’ve  escaped  the  danger 

That  threaten’d  to  arise. 

To  doubt  and  fear  a  stranger, 

I’ll  seek  to  gain  my  prize. 

But  what  could  procure 
Means  to  gain  this  retreat  ? 

Danger  was  her  before,1 

How  could  she  his  commands  defeat  ? 


Campo  M. 


{To  Hen.) 

\ 


Dia. 

{To  Seb.) 
(Aside.) 


He  must  be  blind  to  danger  ! 

What  scandal  will  arise  ! 

To  honor  he’s  a  stranger  ! 

He  all  its  laws  defies. 

Why  did  you  not  before 

From  your  plighted  vows  retreat  ? 
What  means  can  I  procure 
This  cruel  insult  to  defeat ! 

He  must  be  blind  to  danger  !  &e. 

Yes,  I’ve  escaped  the  danger 
That  threaten’d  to  arise. 

Be  still  to  doubt  a  stranger, 

And  seek  to  gain  your  prize. 
’Twas  I  did  her  procure 

From  this  place  a  safe  retreat. 
Danger  is  her  before, 

But  his  power  she  will  defeat. 

Yes,  I’ve  escaped  the  danger,  &c„ 
CHORUS. 

He  must  be  blind  to  danger ! 

What  scandal  will  arise  ! 
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To  honor  he’s  a  stranger, 
lie  all  it’s  laws  defies. 

Why  did  he  not  before 

From  his  plighted  vows  retreat  ? 
What  means  can  we  procure 
This  cruel  insult  to  defeat  1 


Campo  M.  (To  Hen.) 

Yes,  you  shall  speak;  and  for  this  great  injustice 
Your  reason  I  now  demand. 

Hen.  Soon  you  will  learn.  ( Sornid  of  carriage  leaving  court.) 
Omnes.  What  can  that  noise  portend  ? 


Hen. 


Campo  M.  ( Running  to  window.) 

What's  this  !  Yon  carriage  see  ! 

Although  I  just  now  said — Why,  I  declare  ’tis  mine. 

(Rings  bell.) 

I  breathe  again. 

She  will  escape  the  fate  I  feared  she’d  meet. 


Campo  M.  (To  Din.) 

How  comes  it  that  1  see  my  carriage  thus  depart  ? 

Dia.  (Timidly.)  It  was  for  you  prepared. 

Campo  M.  Who  the  boldness  has  had 

To  make  it  theirs  ?  (Enter  Servant.) 

Servant.  The  young  and  handsome  Senora, 

Through  orders  by  our  mistress  given. 

Campo  M.  (To  Servant.)  What  say  you? 

Servant.  She  declared  your  permission  she  had. 

Campo  M.  ’Tis  false. 

1)ia.  (Taking  courage.)  ’Tis  false. 

Campo  M.  Most  base  impostors  they  must  be. 

When  with  her  companion  she  was  safely  seated, 

Her  name  she  told  us  to  convey  to  you. 

Who  is  this  fair,  this  beauteous  Senora  ? 

La  Catarina  ! 

La  Catarina  ! 

She  of  bandits  the  chief !  Oh,  boldness  without  equal ! 
When  on  her  head  is  placed  a  large  reward. 

For  this  she’ll  dearly  pay.  Thus  to  set  out 
Instead  of  me ! 

She  had  with  her  a  casket. 

Ah  great  Heaven,  I  shake  with  fear  ! 

If  it  were - 

Hen.  aside)  Even  so. 

Campo  M.  Secure  her  I  will ! 

To  him  who  shall  her  take 
Ten  thousands  ducats  will  I  give 


Servant. 

Campo  M. 
Semiant. 
Omnes. 
Campo  M. 


Servant. 
Campo  M. 


I  am  beset  with  danger  ! 

What  scandal  will  arise  ! 

To  miss  this  plotting  stranger 
Who  every  law  defies  ! 


17 


Whoe’er  can  her  restore 

Shall  my  greatest  favors  meet. 

Danger  is  her  before, 

She  my  power  cannot  defeat. 

Hex.  He  is  beset  with  danger  ! 

What  scandal  will  arise  ! 

He’s  missed  this  plotting  stranger 
Who  every  law  defies. 

They  cannot  her  restore, 

And  no  danger  now  she’ll  meet. 

The  world  his  her  before. 

She  his  power  will  sure*  defeat. 

Seb.  She’s  escaped  the  danger 

That  threatened  to  arise  ! 

To  doubt  and  fear  a  stranger, 

She  all  his  power  defies. 

But  what  could  her  procure 
From  this  place  a  safe  retreat  ? 

Danger  is  her  before. 

She  his  power  cannot  defeat. 

Dia.  (Aside.)  She’s  escaped  the  danger 

That  threatened  to  arise  ! 

To  doubt  and  fear  a  stranger, 

She  all  his  power  defies. 

’Twas  I  did  her  procure 

From  this  place  a  safe  retreat 
Danger  is  her  before, 

But  his  power  she  will  defeat. 

Chorus.  He  is  beset  with  danger  ! 

What  scandal  will  arise  ! 

He’s  miss’d  this  plotting  stranger* 

Who  every  law  defies. 

Whoe’er  can  her  restore 

Will  his  greatest  favors  meet. 

Danger  is  her  before, 

She  his  power  cannot  defeat. 

(All  go  up  the  stage  in  confusion.) 


END  OF  ACT  II. 
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&®ir  m. 


Scene. — A  splendid  Apartment  in  the  Queen's  Palace  at  Lisbon. 


QUINTETTE. — Sebastian. 

’They  tell  me  I  am  dreaming, 

But  spite  his  noble  seeming, 

I  feel  I’m  right  in  deeming 
That  we  have  met  before. 

Still  they  will  not  believe  me  ; 

They  say  my  eyes  deceive  me, 

And  by  their  looks,  conceive  me 
Most  weak,  if  nothing  more. 

Dia.,  Hen.,  and  Campo.  M. 

You  surely  must  be  dreaming. 

Regard  his  noble  seeming. 

You  can’t  be  right  in  deeming 
That  you  have  met  before. 

Should  I  trust  you,  believe  me, 

Your  judgment  would  deceive  me, 

And  all  here  would  coucive  me 
Most  weak,  if  nothing  more. 

Reb. 

You  surely  must  be  dreaming, 

You  disregard  all  seeming. 

You  can’t  be  right  in  deeming 
That  we  have  met  before. 

In  vain  you  say,  “  believe  me” — 

“  My  judgment  can’t  deceive  me,” 

None  can  so  lost  conceive  me — 

You’re  weak  if  nothing  more. 

Fury  now  fills  my  breast ! 

Seb. 

Ah,  yes,  ’tis  most  strange.  I  shall  go  mad  ! 

They  seem  to  treat  me  here  as  if  I  were  a  fool. 

I’ve  never  said  that  tins  great  senor 

Was  him  we  seek.  I  said  there  was  resemblance  great 

Between  the  two. 

Dia.  Campo.  M.t  and  Hen. 


Sure  you  dream  ! 


Rrb. 

He  may  be  quite  correct. 

Let  me  ask — pray  is  not  this  man 
A  well  known  cheat. 

Seb. 

Surely,  yes  ;  great  indeed — 

Hen. 

Whose  impudence  is  boundless. 

Feb. 

And  whom  we  fain  would  meet. 

Reb. 

Him  I  seek. 

All. 

Can  this  be  ? 
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Reb.  I  come  to  ask  my  gracious  queen 

That  strict  orders  to  arrest  hi  n 
Be  given,  throughout  the  state. 

Tis  honor  bids  me  this  stern  course  demam 
Campo  M.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 

Reb.  How  often  have  we  found 

Such  a  man  bring  disgrace  on  great  and  noble 
Campo  M.  You’re  relations  ? 

Reb.  Yes,  most  near.. 

See.  A  brother  ? 

Reb.  Cease,  I  pray — 

I  cannot  speak, 

Seb.  Pray  pardon  me,  I  blush  to  own 

The  blunders  I  have  made — 

My  dreadful  want  of  prudence. 

Reb.  ( Taking  his  hand.)  Yes,  I  pardon  grant,  my  friend.. 

Seb.  ( To  Hen.)  You  see,  the  strong  resemblance 
Is  most  easily  explained. 


Hen.  and  Dia. 


Reb. 


Campo  M. 


(To  Reb.) 


Seb. 


Strange  it  is  to  find 
How  a  rogue  can  sway 

E‘en  the  sharpest  mind, 

When  he’s  held  at  bay. 

Danger  does  not  make  him  tremble, 
Blind  is  he  to  every  fear  : 

He  can  well  dissemble 

Though  destruction’s  near. 

I  can  always  find 
Some  device  to  sway 

E’en  the  sharpest  mind 
When  I’m  held  at  bay. 

Danger  does  not  make  me  tremble, 
Blind  I  am  to  every  fear, 

Still  I  can  dissemble 
Though  destruction  may  be  near. 

Strange  it  is  to  find 
Vice  thus  lead  astray 

E’en  the  noblest  mind, 

From  pure  honor’s  way. 

Though  this  sad  task  make  you  tremble, 
Banish  thoughts  of  love  and  fear  ; 

If  you  can  dissemble 

His  destruction  may  be  near. 

Strange  it  is  to  find 
Hope  thus  lead  astray. 

Though  it  cheers  my  mind, 

’Tis  but  to  betray. 

Such  sad  blunders  make  me  tremble, 

Fill  my  heart  with  doubt  and  fear  ; 

Dread  I  can’t  dissemble 
When  destruction  may  be  near. 


names. 
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AIR. 

Queen. 

Ah,  yes,  if  free 
I  could  now  be, 

Regal  power 
From  tliis  hour, 

Freely  I’d  resign 

To  gain  love’s  charm 
Whose  power  to  calm, 

Life’s  dark  storms  as  they  lower 
Heralds  bliss  divine. 

Life  may  be  one  scene  of  splendour, 

But  if  we  should  miss  the  joy 
Growing  from  love’s  ties  so  tender, 

Grief  will  all  life’s  charms  destroy. 

Ah,  yes,  if  free 
I  could  now  be,  Ac. 

Loyal  hearts  for  me  bounding, 

O’er  the  earth  praises  sounding 
And  every  foe  confounding, 

No  gladness  can  impart. 

Such  praise  is  lightly  spoken, 

It’s  charm  is  quickly  broken 
It  leaves  behind  no  token 
To  cheer  to  calm  the  heart. 

But  sweet  and  lasting  is  love’s  pleasure, 
Great  is  the  joy  its  ties  bestow, 

And  the  heart  that  can  find  this  treasure 
Enduring  bliss  feels  here  below. 

TRIO. 

Queen. 

She  alone  has  power  to  serve  me, 

And  from  deep  disgrace  preserve  me  : 
Should  she  but  with  care  observe  me, 
She’d  perceive  my  fear. 

But  his  looks  assure, 

Prudence  will  ensure 

All  my  loye  would  fain  procure. 

Hopes  bright  ray  now  beams  forth  to  cheer 
1  see  my  course  is  clear. 

Dia. 

Yes,  strict  silence  now  must  serve  me, 
And  from  threatened  ill  preserve  me  : 
Should  she  but  with  care  observe  me, 
She’d  perceive  my  fear, 
hut  her  charming  smiles  assure  me, 
Prudence  surely  will  ensure  me 
All  lier  power  can  procure  me, 

Yes,  my  course  is  clear.  / 


me 
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Hope’s  ray  now  beams  forth  to  cheer  me  l 
Yes,  I  see  my  course  is  clear. 

Campo  M. 

What  power  can  serve  me  ? 

From  her  preserve  me  ? 

She  must  now,  alas,  perceive  my  fear. 

My  great  skill  must  now  ensure  me, 

And  my  prudence  may  secure  me 
All  my  power  can  procure  me.  , 

Hope’s  bright  ray  may  beam  forth  to  cheer  me ; 

Yes,  I  see  my  course  is  clear. 

Queen. 

Howe’er  they  may  endeavour  to  oppose  you, 

Directly,  to  your  Queen,  the  paper  you  now  hold — 

(By  you,  and  by  your  colleagues  duly  signed) 

Bring,  or  dread  my  power. 

Campo  M.  {bowing.) 

Your  words  shall  be  obeyed. 

Queen,  {aside  to  Dia .) 

You  must  silence  strictly  keep — 

E'en  your  looks  must  be  guarded. 

TSTot  one  word  to  your  father,  nor  yet  to  Don  Henrique. 

Dia. 

I  will  obey. 

Queen. 

Do  but  this,  and  your  wish  I’ll  secure  ; 

For  you  my  chief  attendant  shall  be, 

And  Don  Sebastian  captain  of  my  guards. 

But  beware,  not  a  word  ! 

Dia, 

Silence  I  will  strictly  keep. 

My  trust  I’ll  ne’er  betray. 

Yes,  strict  silence  now  must  serve  me, 

And  from  threatened  ill  preserve  me  ; 

She  with«kindness  does  observe  me. 

I’ve  no  cause  for  fear. 

Her  most  charming  smiles  assure  me, 

Prudence  surely  will  ensure  me 
All  her  power  can  procure  me, 

Yes,  my  course  is  clear. 

Hope’s  ray  now  beams  forth  to  cheer  me, 

Yes,  I  see  my  course  is  clear. 

Queen. 

She  alone  has  power  to  serve  me, 

And  from  deep  disgrace  preserve  me ; 
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Since  she  will  with  care  observe  me, 

Her  I  need  not  fear. 

And  his  looks  assure, 

Prudence  will  ensure 

Hope’s  bright  ray  now  beams  forth  to  cheer  me  1 
I  see  my  course  is  clear. 

Campo  M. 

My  power  now  must  serve  me, 

From  her  rage  preserve  me, 

The  council  must  observe  me, 

For  they  my  power  fear. 

My  great  skill  must  now  assure  me, 

And  my  prudence  must  ensure  me, 

All  that  power  can  procure  me. 

Hope’s  bright  ray  now  beams  forth  to  cheer  me  ! 
Yes,  I  see  my  course  is  clear. 


FINALE. 

Dia. 

Oh,  hear  those  sounds  !  That  strain  of  martial  glory  ! 

Oh,  hear  those  sounds  !  Those  trumpets  tell  the  Queen  draws  nigb 
She  comes, — whose  name  shall  live  in  future  story, 

With  royal  banners  waving  high  ! 

Hen. 

Captive  here  I  remain  ,  when  I  should  her  protect. 

Seb. 

Take  comfort  and  be  sure  the  queen  will  pardon  grant  thee  ; 

But  the  order  by  her  given,  indeed  must  be  obeyed. 

Hen. 

If  I  could  now  restore 
Her  whom  I  must  adore, 

I  would  (though  death  were  near) 

Not  shed  one  tear. 

Campo  M. 

Yes,  indeed,  our  loved  queen, 

Comes  with  power,  to  grace  this  scene 

Dia.  and  Seb.  (To  Hen.) 

Banish  sorrow,  banish  fear  ! 

For  believe  me  pardon’s  near. 

If  such  thoughts  you  will  repel, 

All  will  yet  be  well. 

Hen. 

Ah  those  who  hast  the  power  to  know 
The  grief  which  fears  for  her  impart, 

Oh,  from  Catarina 
Keep  danger  far. 
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Campo  M. 

Those  sounds  you  hear 
Proclaim  the  Queen  is  near. 


Dia.  and  Seb. 


Away,  away,  the  sounds  we  hear 
Inform  us  all  the  Queen  draws  near* 

Her  words  |  ^ou  j  must  obey, 


He  i 
You  i 


must  away 


i 


He  n. 

Catarina  ! 

Dia.  ' 

Away,  dear  Henrique.  Away,  I  hear  them  near. 
Away,  away,  I  hear  them  near. 

Hen. 

No,  no. 

Oh,  heaven  protect  her  now. 

All  my  powers  seem  to  fail. 

Heaven  protect  her  now. 

SEBi 

Away  !  now  away.  Away,  away,  I  hear  them  near. 
Away,  away  !  My  friend,  you  must  away. 

Campo  M. 


Yes,  indeed,  our  loved  Queen 
Comes  to  grace  this  scene, 

And  to  her  royal  pleasure 
With  reverence  we  must  bow. 

{Exit  Don  Henrique  guarded.) 

• 

{The  Curtains  are  withdrawn,  and  the  Queen  is  discovered  on  the 
Throne.  She  holds  the  sceptre  in  her  hand,  wears  the  Crown, 
and  royal  robe,  and  sparkles  with  diamonds.  She  is  surroun¬ 
ded  by  her  Officers  and  Ministers.  Campo  M.  and  other  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  regency ,  Diana,  Ladies,  Pages,  8fc.) 

CHORUS, 

Long  live  the  Queen  ! 

Long  may  she  live  to  claim  our  duty,  love  and  truth  ! 

Regal  power,  in  this  joyful  scene 

Is  joined  to  beauty,  grace,  and  youth 

Queen,  {on  throne.) 

My  people  now  attend.  The  regent’s  power's  ended, 

And  you’ve  placed  in  my  hands  the  sceptre  of  your  kings. 

You  ask  me  to  proclaim  the  consort  of  my  choice  ; 

But  since  I  feel  that  justice  is  the  noblest  attribute 
Of  all  my  powers,  I  will  proceed 

To  render  it  at  once  to  all,  (Descends.) 


iTo  Campo  M.)  Count,  you  I  command 

To  bring  your  nephew  here  ! 

Campo  M. 

My  Queen,  lie  is  no  kin  of  mine  ; 

One  guilty  of  such  crimes  belongs  not  to  our  race. 
{Hen.  is  led  on  by  Seb.  and  Soldiers.  Hen.  kneels.) 
Hen. 

Grant  pardon,  gracious  Queen, 

Grant  pardon  ;  no,  not  for  me,  but  for  Catari — 

(; Raises  his  eyes  and  recognizes  her.'* 

Ah  ! 

t 

Seb.  {recognizing  Queen.) 

Oh,  Heaven  ! 

Dia.  {to  both.) 

Keep  silence  !  Be  dumb  ! 

Queen.  {To  Campo  M.  and  others.) 

My  will  you’ll  chain  no  more 
You  leave  me  free  to  choose; 

The  power  that  you  restore 
I  now  will  use. 

No  royal  Prince  from  foreign  land, 

Before  your  eyes  shall  take  my  hand, 

But  from  the  land  I  hold  most  dear, 

I  make  my  choice — 'Tis  here  !  .  ..  , 

{Pointing  to  Hen.) 

Omnes. 

Oh,  Heaven  ! 

Chorus. 

Long  live  our  youthful  Queen  ! 

Long  may  she  live  to  claim  our  duty,  love,  and  truth. 


THE  END. 


